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Spring has sprung or so one might think. But then again each day is different. 
Hope that those of you that put in a garden have it ready for planting. We have had 
some cool nights so take caution if you have things planted. 


Here are.some things that have happened in the last couple months: 

The quilt that was worked on at the Applegate School “Working Hands” day is 
finished and it will be raffled off. For those of you that would like to purchase a 
chance the tickets are $1.00 / 1 or $5.00/ 6. The drawing will be at our annual 
meeting November 18,2000. Need not be present to win. Thanks to Myrtle and her 
crew for finishing this nice quilt. You can send your money to the PO Box and I 
will send you the ticket stub. 


On May 4th the county budget committee met to go over the county funds and the 
Jackson County Historical Museums Association had a good turn out of support. 
Thanks to all those that were there. We should know how much funding we will 
receive by sometime in July. 


The Applegate School is holding their Annual Duck Race again this year. It will be 
held at Wayside Park on Sunday June 11,2000. You can Adopt a Duck for $5.00. 
The money goes to the PTSG fund. Last year they put in a irrigation system . If you 
are interested in a duck let me know. There are some really great prizes, like :Tahiti 
Pkg.; 2 Coast night stays; Golf; Gift Certificates; Roses; PLUS more to come. we Cherny 


The next meeting will be MAY 20,2000 at 10:30 am at the Mice remember to 


bring your chair. Hope to see you then. ISO 

If you have any questions, you can drop me a note to the address at the top. / 7 
(Fury 

SEE YOU AT THE MEETING ON MAY 20th. AT 10:00 am. WITH YOUR ! 


CHAIR. Barbara Niedermeyer pple x.) 
AVHS Sec./Tres. 
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WAY BACK WHEN 
1924 — KIDS 

Do kids play in the dirt anymore? We used to. It wasn’t until the 1960s when an 
English girl visited my home that I learned “dirt” is a dirty word. Or maybe that’s only in 
England. Ellen Evans was a “young farmer” who came for a stay with us like an 
exchange student. She came bent on teaching her crude, coarse country cousins some 
refinement of our vocabulary. “Dirt,” she informed me, was like we think of filth. We 
should say “earth” or “soil.” Now, just to keep the record straight, the English have 
“gubbins” and “skunge.” My son picked this information up when he stayed in Great 
Britain. Until then we never had “gubbins” or “skunge” anywhere on our farm! 

How well I remember playing in the dirt with the Stone twins, Lynn and Lyle, and 
their cousins June and Jack Provolt. This was in front of Grandma Provolt’s house where 
the new grading of the road had left banks of soft clean river loam, dropped eons ago in 
some highwater as the river roamed this way and that across the valley floor. This sandy 
soil had enough substance to it that our tunnels didn’t collapse where we made roads for 
the boys’ trucks or whatever else we pretended was a truck. 

Someone had scrounged up an old large, long-handled canning spoon. This 
object coupled with a boy’s arm could yield a tunnel 2-1/2 to 3 feet long. Then we had 
hills to climb, bridges to cross, rocks to go around, and any of these things could change 
as the imagination dictated. There were always new ideas cropping up. 

Girls — even “tomboys” as we were called if we climbed trees, rode the donkey or 
played in the dirt - were always handicapped by skirts. There were no such things as 
girls’ pants “way back when.” Boys were clad in bib-overalls then and men too, like as 
not. Where we played, the dirt was easy to brush off — just stand up, swish your skirt 
back and forth, brush, brush, brush down the front, good as new! 

One thing about playing in the dirt - it held our attention for hours. In those days 
we could play by the roadside area for half a day and not be disturbed by a car. The one 
thing that could change our course of action was “Speedy.” She was a feral donkey that 
wandered at will around the Provolt community. Here today and gone tomorrow. 
Everybody loved Speedy. We'd catch her, get a makeshift bridle on her, then pile on her. 
With considerable effort we could coax her into a gallop. Just as we thought we had it 
made and were going lickety-split, she’d stop short and put her head down. Like wow! 
We’d sail over her ears into a heap and then it was someone else’s turn. 

This love of handling soil, earth or dirt (or whatever you call it) is probably what 
creates gardeners. Can’t you just see a cave lady’s glee when she discovered that the 
roots of foodstuffs and herbs that fell off as she cleaned them had taken root and would 
grow transplanted close to her cave? 

It’s possible that playing in the dirt is one of our basic instincts. Being deprived 
of this fulfillment may be the reason we have so many people in psych wards now. Think 
about it! 


M.K. Applegatia (541) 846-6544 


